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Summary: Superman must deal with the consequences of his battle with 
general Zod and the Kryptonians, along with pressure from the 
Government on how to use his powers in accordance with the law, while 
keeping his morals and dealing with a rise of other costumed 
vigilantes. A re-telling and re-working of the events of the film 
done in a hopefully more comic and character accurate 
way . 


Batman and Superman: World's Finest 
Hours after the events of Man of Steel... 

A bald man in a gray suit stoodd before the rubble of a collapsed Lex 
Corp building. The man clenched his hands into fists as he watched 
emergency cruises slowly dig the bodies of his employees out of the 
rubble. He looked to the sky where he had watched the two aliens fall 
from as they grappled with each other. His hands began to shake as 
his rage overwhelmed him. Somewhere out there the man responsible was 
already being praised as the hero of Metropolis while most of the 
city sits in the dirt picking up the pieces from a squabble they had 
no business being a part of. 

No evidence or footage could disprove what he believed to be true. 
This alien was their enemy and it needed to be destroyed. 

A crane lifts up a large metal beam up to the top of an office 
building that had been damaged during the battle with General Zod and 
the Kryptonians. The building was but one of many that had been 
damaged during the event . 

This was Clark Kent's view as he sat at his desk, staring out a 
window of the Daily Planet. As the city rebuilt, Clark had began to 
build along with it. After working at the newspaper for nearly 8 
months, Clark had saved his pennies and moved into an apartment in 
Metropolis which he now calls home. 


"Hey, Kent!" Perry White, Clark's boss, called out from across the 



room "Quit your day dreaming" 


"Yes Mr. White" Clark responded as several of his co-workers around 
him snickered at his meek response. 

Clark returned his attention to his computer. He could have had the 
project done in a matter of seconds if he was able to type as fast as 
he could. Such little things as typing slow and slouching at his desk 
were necessary sacrifices in order to keep up the facade that was 
Clark Kent, journalist at the Daily Planet. 

At times he struggled with the question of which life he preferred. 
The day to day grind of Clark Kent, or the high flying adventures 
that Superman brought him. Clark Kent brought about moments of 
embarrassment and weakness, but Superman only had purpose when their 
was danger, thus wishing for an excuse to be the hero seemed 
selfish . 

"What ya working on, Clark" a young voice said from behind 
him . 

Clark turned to see Jimmy Olsen, a young photo journalist with orange 
hair, whom he had become workplace buddies with. 

"Oh, I'm doing a piece on the sudden uprising of these people running 
around in costumes trying to stop crime" Clark replied. 

"You mean like Superman?" Jimmy asked with restrained 
excitement . 

"No... people trying to be Superman" Clark corrected "Ever since he 
popped up there's been a whole slew of costumed vigilantes trying to 
change things; unfortunately a lot of them are causing more trouble 
than they're trying to fix or getting themselves hurt" 

"Well, Superman's got that effect on people. He seems to bring out 
the hero in them" Jimmy said. 

"Yeah, but there's a big difference between someone who can stop a 
bullet and someone just wearing a costume. I mean look at some of 
these guys" Clark said as he opened up an internet browser and did a 
search for costumed vigilantes "Some guy who dresses like a cat, some 
weird justice seeking flash of light in Central City..." 

"What about that one in Gotham, ya know the bat guy" said 
Jimmy . 

"Exactly" Clark said "These kinds of people are just inspiring a 
whole generation who think vigilante justice is okay" 

Jimmy let out a laugh in response "This coming from the guy who can't 
go more than a week without writing a piece on Superman saving 
somebody" 

"Like I said there's a difference" Clark replied sternly "One's an 
alien intervening on the laws behalf, the others are humans beings 
taking the law into there own hands" 

"Well as long as the big guy keeps giving me photo ops I'm happy. I 
mean out of all the guys in the city he stops for me a couple times. 



then boom I shoot up there in the industry" said Jimmy. 


Clark smiled, glad that he was able to make a difference without 
having to punch anything. 

"Kent, Olsen get in here" Mr. White called from his office. 

"Do you think we're in trouble?" Jimmy asked in a hushed voice. 

"No, when you're in trouble you'll know it" Clark said as he stood up 
from his desk. 

Jimmy followed Clark as they walked to White's office. The two 
entered to find Mr. White sitting at his desk. 

"Alright you two, sit down I've got a new assignment for you" Perry 
said . 

The two took their seats as requested. 

"What's up Chief?" Jimmy asked. 

"Either of you two doing anything this weekend?" Perry asked as he 
grabbed an envelope on his desk. 

Clark shook his head in response. 

"Nothing I can't cancel. Chief" Jimmy replied. 

"Good. . . and stop calling me Chief" Perry said as he pushed a button 
under his desk "Tracey, where is Ms. Lane?" he asked. 

"She's on her way up sir" the women replied through an intercom in 
Perry ' s desk . 

As if on cue, the dark haired reporter entered Mr. Whites office and 
quickly sat down. Clark and Lois exchanged a brief look and a 
smile . 

"You're late, Ms Lane" Perry said. 

"I'd have to disagree seeing as how it's my day off and you called me 
here without any notice" Lois retorted. 

"Moving on" Perry said "Okay, firstly I'd like to thank each of you 
for the work you've done here, from our veteran, to our up and comer, 
to our new guy who got some decent shots of the Superman" 

"I just got lucky" Jimmy said. 

"I know you did. But now I have a very special assignment for you 
three. The news has just been making the rounds on the internet in 
the last few hours. On Saturday in Washington D.C, they are having a 
hearing discussing the Superman regarding the destruction here in 
Metropolis " 

"Urn... I think it's just Superman" Jimmy said. 

Perry rolled his eyes at the remark "It's likely that Superman may 
actually show up to defend himself at the hearing. This would be the 



first time that he comes down to earth so to speak and address 
peoples concerns . I want you all to go there and see if you could get 
a word from him" 

"But sir, what makes you think that he'll talk to us?" Lois asked as 
she glanced at Clark. 

"Well he saved you" Perry said to Lane "Maybe he'll remember you. 
Could you imagine it, a reporter from our paper getting the first 
actual statement from the alien" 

"Uh... again sir... he's just Superman" Jimmy said. 

"Whatever... I've got plane tickets for all of you in this envelope. 
You leave tomorrow" Perry said as he dumped the envelope's content 
out and handed each of them there tickets. 

"First class all the way?" Jimmy asked jokingly. 

"Heh, maybe after you get the story kid" Perry replied with a chuckle 
"Now all of you get back to what you were doing" 

The three quickly got up and left the office. 

"Hey" Lois said to Clark as she lightly grabbed his wrist "Had you 
heard anything about this?" 

"No... guess they were planning on m. . . on Superman being a no show" 
Clark replied. 

"Do you think he's actually going to go?" she asked. 

"In one way or another" Clark replied "See ya" he said as he walked 
back to his work space. 

"See ya" Lois said with a smile. 

4:38 pm. 

Clark stared at the article in front of him. A slight case of 
writer's block had struck him while typing up his thoughts on Gothams 
infamous vigilante. His mouse wandered down to an internet shortcut 
and he clicked on it. 

"Gotham vigilante images" he said to himself as he typed the words 
into a search engine. 

A second later and the page filled with images of criminals who had 
been apprehended by the the Dark Knight. The only images that 
resembled the actual vigilante were grainy photos and blurry images 
of a black bat shaped image soaring across the sky. Only one provided 
a clear enough picture to determine the bat was human. A silhouette 
of the vigilante jumping from a building with one arm outstretched, 
the other raised over his head with his legs bent while his cape 
stretched out behind him. 

Clark's hands clenched into fists as he read the title of an article 
"The Batman kills again" 


Gotham 



12:38 am. 


A rare peaceful moment of silence hung over Gotham as snow lightly 
fell from the sky. The sidewalks had once again became the resting 
area for several homeless folk who had been unable to enter a 
shelter. It was moments like this that reflected the less spectacular 
side of Gothams problems, problems that could not be solved by any 
caped crusader. But as with any moment of silence, there is always 
those ready to disrupt it. 

The distant wail of sirens began to creep upon the silence. A getaway 
car soon followed by two police cruisers raced through the 
streets . 

The chase had begun at the first Bank of Gotham, where the culprits 
had pulled off a midnight robbery and set off an explosive in a 
failed attempt to try and distract attention away from them. 

The getaway car took a sharp turn into an alleyway where it then came 
to a dead end. 

The two culprits, one large and the other small and skinny, quickly 
abandoned their vehicle then ran for a low hanging fire escape on one 
of the buildings. The two quickly ascended the fire escape and broke 
off the lowest ladder, preventing the authorities from following them 
up. The two continued up to the roof of the building. 

A sound like wings flapping against the sky caught the large mans 
attention, and he worriedly looked around for the source. The smaller 
man stopped dead in his tracks as he saw the shade that every 
criminal in Gotham dreads . 

A large horned figure stood several feet away, silhouetted against 
the gray of the night. It narrowed its glowing white eyes as it 
stared the two down. 

The smaller man drew a gun, but before he could fire, the dark figure 
flung a batarang at his wrist, striking it hard enough to make him 
drop his gun. As the thief held his wrist, the figure pounced onto 
him as the larger man watched in terror. The figure knelt over top of 
the thief, then lifted fist and struck the mans face down, knocking 
his head against the roof and rendering him unconscious. 

The figure then turned its attention to the remaining culprit. The 
thief let out an angry roar before charging at the figure. He swung 
his fists at the figure twice as the figure easily avoided the blows. 
The figure then reared back it's fist and delivered an upper cut to 
the mans jaw, sending him flying several feet away and knocking him 
out cold before he hit the ground. 

Several minutes later. Police officers stood baffled before the 
culprits subdued and tied together on the roof. 

Unbeknownst to them, the dark figure stared down at them from the 
ledge of a nearby building... the Batman had struck again. 

(Authors note: Hi, if you've stuck around until the end of this first 
chapter you can probably guess. No! This is not a story dealing with 
a character from, or the aftermath of Batman v Superman. This is the 
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